One

did not approach this biography with a favour-
able bias, but it was worse than I expected,"
he is liable to an uneasy feeling when he reads
his own words. All these people, he will
reflect, may say to themselves, " What the
devil are your biases to do with us, and as for
your opinion, it is only your opinion." But
knock out the first person and put " one " ;
and forthwith the whole statement seems to
acquire the mysterious backing of all man-
kind. The critic's judgment looks like the
inevitable judgment that any sane man was
bound to form, that masses of men have simul-
taneously formed; there is weight, authority,
behind it, something of the weight and au-
thority of the royal, papal, or editorial " we."
That is not a defence; it is an explanation
and a very discreditable admission. I admit
that no really courageous or honest man
(always excepting Mr. Pelham Warner and
the Bishop of the Falkland Islands) would
employ so ungainly a device to secure such
dubious ends. As I have now confessed,
I suppose that it would be futile to try it in
these papers any more; my unobtrusive-
ness will no longer deceive. But if, in the
future, it should be found that my works are
covered with what I have heard another shy
writer describe as " these horrible little tele-
graph-poles," do not blame me. The responsi-
bility for the change, I hope I have made clear,
rests elsewhere.